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Author's Notes: 
When in Buffalo this past week, Jerry made an uncharacteristic remark about getting laid. 


Ill tell you fuckin’ what. When Jerry Cantrell is having a good night, he lets everyone know it. This 
motherfucker was strutting around backstage like he didn't just turn 51 the day before. And on stage? He was 
on fuckin’ fire. He was adding some spice to every solo. His voice was clear as a bell and just about as loud as 
mine. It almost felt like he was pushing me, egging me on. Not one to back down from a challenge, | think we 
delivered the performance of a lifetime in that small theater. 


But he wasn't done. Last song of the night, the closer was always Goodbye. Another song for him to showcase 
his voice. Don't ever let him tell you he can't sing. He's got power and control, and most importantly, he's got a 
tone most people would kill for. | stood at my mic and watched him swagger up to his mic, beer bottle in hand. 


All he had to do was raise both hands outstretched and the crowd roared. He let this go on for a full fuckin’ 
minute before he told them to pipe down. 


"Last time | was in Buffalo, | got laid." 


The crowd roared again. | couldn't hide my smirk 
He looked at me. Fully turned his body to face me. "..and | think | probably will again this time, too." 


Motherfucker. | know | turned bright red. Asshole. All | could do was keep that smirk in place and shake my 
head. 


The words came automatically, thank god, because | was up in my head, thinking, plotting. This bastard thinks 
I'm a sure thing, huh? We'll see. 


After the last bow, | took off. | quickly came off the stage and grabbed my jacket and a bottle of beer. | went 
out the back door of the venue and found a dark, quiet corner. | needed this sometimes. Just a minute alone to 
get my feet back under me. But tonight, it was purely to fuck with him. 

"What are you doin’ out here?" | could even hear the taunting in his voice. Old rooster's gotta crow. 

"Come on, man" | grinned and rolled my eyes. 

"Ask me how | knew where you were" 

"No" | pushed off the wall and tried to brush past him. 

Jerry grabbed my upper arm. "Ask me 

In a flat voice so he'd know | was only asking to play his dumb game, "How'd you know where | was 


"Your jacket was missing." He was so proud of himself. 


"Wow, ain't you a fuckin’ super sleuth? | can't believe you said that in there. What the fuck is wrong with 
you?" | gave him a look, hoping he'd think | was serious. 


"Just fucking around. Nobody's gonna think | meant you" 

"You fuckin’ looked right at me 

"So what" 

"So what? l'm going back to the hotel” 

We were staying an extra night in Buffalo since we had a day off tomorrow. 


"Gonna walk?" 


"Yep. Might even see if they got an extra room" 
He scoffed. "Yeah, right" 

"Fuck around and find out, ya old bastard’ 

| left him standing there with his cocky grin threatening to slide right off his face. But who am I kidding? | 
wanted to get laid in Buffalo as much as he did. Buffalo, Philly, Durham, Atlanta, Boston. Wherever. As long as 


it was with him. I'll pretend that's not true tonight, though. 


He burst through the door not long after | got out of the shower. | had put on shorts and was trying to stuff 


things back in my bag for when we left in the morning. 

"What the hell are you doing? | thought I'd come back here and you'd be ready to go." 

"Go where?" | smirked. 

"Don't tease mel" He took off his jacket and hat and tossed them onto the desk chair. "Get them shorts off." 
"Off? | thought we were goin’ somewhere." 

Jerry continued to undress. First the vest, then his shirt. When he was down to just his ridiculously tight 
pants, he grabbed the waistband of my shorts and pulled me in. He wrapped me up in his arms and buried his 
face in my neck. | made a half-hearted attempt to squirm away and he just tightened his arms and grumbled 


into my neck. 


"You better be careful with these pants. Hope the seams around the crotch are reinforced. You're gonna bust 


the fuck outta them one day” 

"Only cause I'm around you all the time” 
"Right. | got you poppin’ a boner all the time?" 
"Uh-huh 

"Well, you are now, anyway.” 

"Yeah, so fuckin’ do something about it: 
"Why" 


He bit me. 


"Fuck! Owl" 
"What do you mean why?" 
"Why should |?" | squirmed some more. 


Now, he kissed my neck, working his way to my ear and taking the lobe between his lips. He was playing dirty. 


That always left me weak. Then he whispered, "Down on your knees." 


"You play fuckin’ dirty," | moaned as | obediently sunk to my knees and opened the button on his pants. | held 


his gaze as | lowered his zipper. 


"Damn right, | play dirty. But," he purred as he ran his fingers through my damp hair. "I think you like it dirty. 


| slid my fingers into the waistband of his pants and pulled them down a little, realizing he wasn't wearing any 
shorts. "Bold move." 


"| was feeling myself tonight." 

"We could tell” | pulled his pants down lower, to his thighs, freeing his cock. Then | bent lower and hooked my 
hand behind one of his calves to hold his leg up slightly so | could pull his sneaker off and repeated it on his 
other leg. | pulled his pants down and carefully pulled them off leg by leg. Sitting back on my heels for a 
moment, | looked up at him again. He might be an old bastard, but goddamn, he was fuckin’ sexy as hell. 

He was trying to read my face. He was good at that. It was a skill that made me uncomfortable in the 
beginning of our relationship. Now, I've come to rely on it, letting him read me to save myself from saying 
some things out loud. His lips curled in a smirk as he moved one hand behind my head and urged me forward. 


His other hand held his cock, telling me to get to it. 


| kept my eyes locked on his as | let him guide my lips to his cock. | opened my mouth slowly and took him in, 
sucking softly, just enough to tease him. 


His hand tightened, fingers digging into my scalp. "Suck it good, you little fucker." 


With his hand firmly holding me in place, | sucked harder, took more of him down my throat. My hands moved 
to the back of his thighs and pulled him in. 


"Look at you. That's it. Good boy," he grunted above me. "So fuckin’ hot. Hold still” 
| slowly pulled back and let him tilt my head back. 


"Open wide for me." 


| watched his eyes darken and his jaw set. | fuckin loved when he got like this. | pulled him close again and 
opened my mouth. He used his free hand to guide his cock into my mouth and pump it in and out. His thrusts 
were slow and shallow at first, giving me a chance to work up some spit and relax my throat. Then he moved 
a little faster and sent his cock deeper down my throat. | held his stare as long as | could as tears pooled in 
corners of my eyes. When | closed them, the tears spilled over. But he didn't stop. He stood over me, forcing 
me to spread my knees and sink lower. | had to place a hand on the floor behind me to hold myself up. When 
he finally relented, he used the hand on my head to pull me back up and then rubbed the head of his dick 


across my wet lips. 


"Get up." He hooked one hand under my arm and hauled me to my feet and then grabbed my face in both 
hands and crushed his lips against mine. His tongue plunged into my mouth and lapped against mine. He fuckin’ 
left me weak and gasping for air, and | clung to him just to keep from falling to the floor. 


Jerry pushed me back and | stumbled slightly. | think | was dick drunk already. He turned me around and 
smacked my ass hard. "On the bed. Keep that ass in the air." 


Fuckin’ hell. | climbed onto the bed and sunk my shoulders against the mattress, arching my back deeply. | gave 
him a wicked grin. "Be gentle." 


"Fuck that" He smacked me again before he took my ass in both of those meaty hands and pulled my cheeks 
apart. Then he dove right the fuck in. His wet tongue on my hole and his beard tickling me sent me. 


| was gripping the sheets and moaning like a desperate slut in no time. | started to lift up on my elbows in 
order to turn and look at him over my shoulder. One hand firmly planted between my shoulder blades pushed 


me back down. "Fuck me," | growled. 


"Fine." Jerry stood up and grabbed my hips, pulling me back. He gave my ass another hard smack and | let out 


a scream. "Should | fuckin’ gag you?" 


"You like listening to me too much." | turned to look over my other shoulder while he took the bottle of lube 
out of his bag. 


For just an instant, his eyes softened. "I love listening to you in here, on a stage, anywhere." And he leaned 
over and gave me a kiss. When he straightened, he smacked me again, much harder than the last time. 


| bit back another scream as | struggled to stay up. "God fuckin’ dammit, Jer," | spat through clenched teeth. 


He lifted one foot to the edge of the bed and | heard the cap pop on the lube. A moment later, two of his fat 
fingers were inside of me, pumping deep and fast. His other hand slid down my back and grabbed my hair, 
yanking my head back, which caused my back to arch deeper. | had to push my hands into the mattress to lift 
my shoulders. He kept a tight grip on my hair as he pulled his fingers out and plunged his dick deep. 


| let out another howl and gnashed my teeth. "That all ya got?" 


Jerry smacked my ass again and pulled my hair back some more. My chest and neck were strained and | 
gritted my teeth. He slammed his cock deep and hard and with every thrust, | dug down and braced myself. | 
spread my knees farther apart and used my hands to start rocking. Every time he thrust forward, | pushed 
back to meet him. | was howling a string of obscenities and | could hear him doing the same. | could tell he was 
getting close by how much louder he was getting. 

"Don't you fuckin’ come yet. Don't fuckin’ come. Not yet, Cantrell.” 

"Can't. Stop." He grunted. 

| lunged forward, forcing us apart, and | turned over on my back. "Come here." | spread my legs wide and 
reached for him, pulling him on top of me. Wrapping my legs around his hips, | pulled him into a deep kiss when 


he slipped back inside of me. 


"I fuckin’ love you. Love you so much," Jerry growled as he attacked my neck. He bit down hard as he came 


inside of me. 


The bite sent me over the edge. He knows just how to do it. As soon as his teeth broke my skin, | bucked 


underneath him and screamed his name, pumping my load against his stomach. 

He didn't move from on top of me for a few minutes while he caught his breath. 
"Doin okay, old man?" | teased as | stroked his back. 

"Gonna fuckin’ kill me." 

"You're the one that was talking all this shit about getting laid and feeling yourself 


"Still your fault," he mumbled as he gently slid out of me and then moved to his side, putting his arms around 


me. 


| let him make me feel safe and small in his arms. | cuddled against his chest, giving him soft kisses. "Hope | 


always do this to you.” 


"You will." 


